Nevertheless fafe belonged with En-Ian and stf he had gone
back to him,
*We do not need money,' En-Ian said, and then cor-*
rected himself. 'Well, we do need it, but we can do
without it. We have fought a war for yeafs without it, and
we will go on as we have been/
And this, I-wan soon found, was by the old hide-
and-seek of the guerrillas. There was not one of thesef
soldiers of En-lan's who did not know how to fight with
anything he had in his hand. If they had only twenty
machine-guns, they seemed to have a hundred. If they
had no guns, they fought with old-fashioned spears and
knives or they threw javelins or even slung stones from
ambush. They did not scorn the single death of even the
least of the enemy, although they could kill a hundred so
swiftly that it seemed nothing. And all this they did,
not massed together in the solid marching regiments the
enemy had, but in small, scattered handfuls of men here
and there and everywhere, hidden in trees and ambushed
in caves and working among the farming people with
hoes in their hands and pistols and knives under their blue
cotton shirts.
For the first thing En-Ian had decreed was that they
should leave the village where they were and approacj?
the enemy lines. They were to go not as an army but
simply as farming people, some one day, some another, to
return to their lands despoiled by the enemy.             <*
'Those lands/ En-Ian told I-wan grimly one night, as
tftey sat over maps in En-lan's room, *I know them well.'
He put his finger on a certain spot. *Do you remember
what I used to tell you about my village?'
*Yes,* I-wan replied, 1 do remember.*
'Here it is,* En4an said and stared down at it. 'Its
name is still here. But it is gone. Not a soul is alive in
it/ The walls of its houses are ruined and its streets ore
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